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~~  EDUCATIONAL REVIEW.

POEMS FOR NOVEMBER,
AUTUMN LEAVES.

“Come, little leaves,” said the wind one day;
““Come over the meadows with me, and play,
Put on your dresses of red and gold,
Summer is gone and the days grow cold.”

Soon the leaves heard the wind’s loud call,
Down they fell fluttering, one and all.

Over the brown fields they danced and flew,
Singing the soft little songs they knew.

Dancing and flying, the little leaves went;
Winter had called them, and they were content.
Soon fast asleep in their earthy beds.

The snow laid a white blanket over their heads.

—Anon.

THE THREE LITTLE PIGS.

A jolly old sow once lived in a sty,

And three little piggies had she;

And she waddled about saying,
“Umph! umph! umph!

While the little ones said, ““wee! wee!”

“ My dear little brothers ‘said one of the brats,
“My dear little piggies 'said he;
Let us all for the future say,
“Umph! umph! umph!
'Tis so childish to say, ‘" wee! wee!”

Then these little pigs grew skinny and lean
" And lean they might very well be;
For somehow they couldn’t say
“Umph! umph! Umph!”
* And they wouldn’t say, “ wee! wee! 'wee!”

So after a time these little pigs died,
Theyalldned of felo de se;
From trying too hard to say,
“Umph! umph! umph!”
When they only could say, * wee! wee!”

MORAL.

i

A moral there is to this little song,

A moral that's easy to see;

Don't try while too young to say,
“Umph! umph! umph!”

For you only can say, “ wee! wee!”

—A. S. Scou-Gatty (from a Book of Verses for dednu.)

SERVICE.

A poor man served by thee
Shall make thee rich;
A sick man helped by thee
Shall make thee strong. =
Thou shalt be served thyself by every sense
Of service which thou renderest.

—E. B, Bmmsg Seezetaty

PUCK'S FLOWER.
By JanE BLAIR REID.

Have you read that pretty play
Where a mischief-making fay
Drew a juice of wondrous power
From a harmless-seeming flower,
Just one ‘drop of which distilled - :
Made all love go as he willed? .

If we had that magicspell -
We could makefolksloveus'w‘eﬂ :

But alas! ’t was fairy brew :
Andtheﬂomelﬂandw

’Yetthereuanoth«m

That hastoo.theck«mer’npowu',’ i
And without the fairies’ arts
We can make it win us hearts.
Can you guess what it can be?
'T is the flower of courtesy.




